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Te ſequor, O gentis noſtrx decus; inque tuis nunc 

Fixa pedum pono preflis veſligia ſignis; 

Non ita certandi cupidus, quam propter amorem, 

Quod te imitari aveo. ... ...« Lucret, Lib. 3, 
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Nowaroun d with conqueſt, and with laurels deck d 


Torn from the brow of Death, and reap' d in Hell, 
The Son of Man had gain d his kindred Skies. 


The faithful Band who ev ry danger ſcorn'd 


5 Unaw'd by F ear, by Pleaſure unallur'd, 
By Death's dread frown nought daunted or appall'd, 
Thro' ev'ry varying Scene of troubled Life, 
With firm Integrity their Maſter's Step 
Obedient follow'd, liſt' ning to his Voice, 
10 Him ſole regarding, by the World deſpis d, 
The promis d Comforter expecting ſat. 
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Oe er the great Deep. the mighty n rh, 
And ſwelling Surges laſh th' aftoruſh'd Pole: 
I 53 So heay? n-deſeending comes the ſolefdn Sund 
Of divers Tongues in fiery Forms array d: 
And each inſpiring ev'ry Voice informs. 
The wond'rous tale thro Salem's City ſpreads: 
Struck by the aweful Sound, her trembling Walls 
20 From their Foundations rock; her tot ri ring Tow'rs 
Proclaim the dread approach of Pow'r divine, 
And diſtant Thunders cloſe the ſolemn Scene. 
From ey ry Clime the ſtarry Firmament 


Surrounds, or Sol with Orient Beam ſalutes; 


25 Where the fierce Parthian turns the flying Steed, 


Where ſea-girt Crete her hundred Cities rears; 

Where Perſian Elam lifts her tow'ring head ; 

Where Rome Imperial on her lofty Throne 

NA ens of Nations ſits, and rules the World 
ich arbitrary Sway: where ſ{cy'n-mouth'd Nile 
cr the wide plains his flood prolific rolls : 
ens, Pamphylians, they who on the Banks 
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Of Tigris dwell, or drink Euphrates” Stream : 
Cyrene's Sons who on the barren plains 


35 Of ſun-burnt Libya pitch their num'rous Tents : 


Medes, Cappadocians, Proſelytes and Jews, 
Thoſe who in Pontus or in Aſia dwell, 

Or happier Climes of golden Araby, 

In ſacred Solyma aſſembling met, 


40 And ſolemn PexnTECOsT with rev'rence held. 


45 


50 


Amaz d, confounded, ſtruck with aweful dread, 
Theſe all with one gevand together ran, 

Where heay 'n-inſpir'd th' Apoſtles were conven'd, 
And each with other mutual Converſe held 
With doubts diſtracted, and with fear opprels'd, 


Some gave to Providence the Rev'rence due : 


Are theſe the Men by ev'ry Jew contemn d? 
Do theſe from Galilee their birth derive, 
Who ev'ry Man with native Speech ſalute, 


And varying Tribes with various language greet ? 


Some Sons of Belial impiouſly bold, 
Affirm'd their Eloquence from wine deriv'd. 


When from his Scat the zealous Peter roſe, 
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| And heav'n-inform'd the great Apoſtle ſpoke, 3 
55 Ye Men of Iſrael 1” Sadducees! Effenes!* 


Rabbins and'Levites | Phariſces and Scribes! 
Judeans ! Strangers, who i in Salem Walls 
Aſſembled, celebrate theſe hallow'd' Rites! ! 
Attentive liſten to the Voice of Tru! 
Go Nor think with wild Enthuſiaſtic Rage, | 
Or Bacchanalian Revelry elate, : 
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We now addreſs this crowded Multitude. 
No cunning Fable, no invented Tale, 
Such as of old, the Pagan Poets ſung, 

65 Whoſe mimic fancy Nature's form aſſum d, 
Our artleſs Minds can frame or Tongues recite. 
Pregnant with Art, and cunning to deceive 
Let Falſhood trembling at th' approach of Truth, 

O'er the feign'd Tale the tinſel mantle throw 


N 70 Of words all- eloquent and numbers ſmooth, 
| And heart-deluding charm the liſt ning ear: 
x Honeſt and plain, Truth from the fiery Search 


With ten-fold Luſtre ſprings, and breaks the gloow 
Where long oppreſt with envious Clouds ſhe fat 
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75 Velld from the view of ev'ry mortal eye: 
Mild tho majeſtic, without Art ſublime 
Collected ſtands , with native Beauty grac d, 
And ſelf- defended ſcorns all foreign Aid. 

Far from the proud and vain our lives were ſpent 

80 In humble Innocence: no marble frieze 
Rich with the pride of Art, no Colonade 
On lofty Pillars rais'd, no ſeulptur d Dome 
Our ſimple Habitations did adorn. 

The turf-built Cottage was our lonely ſhade, 

85 And firm Integrity our only boaſt. ; 


Pleas'd and contented with the lowly Scene 
The Rich we envied not, nor Honour ſought, 
While daily labour gave us daily food. 

Preſt by Obſcurity, our honeſt Cares 

90 Roughen d our fronts, and check d our noble N. 
Contempt and Penury purſu'd our Steps, 
Yet ſweet Contentment ſoften d ev ry Care, 


And ſelf-approving Conſcience gave us peace. 


Nor have we wander d on Ilyſſus' Banks, 
95 Nor Wiſdom ſtudied in proud Athens' Schools, 
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Nor liſten'd to the Sages of our Law, 
Nor by the dying Taper 8 trembling Light” 


Have turn'd the moral philoſophic Page: 
Yet have we learn'd the Duties of our 'State, 


To-rev'rence Heav'n, and love all human Race, 
Yet have we learn'd with conſcious Virtue brave 
The frown of Tyranny unmov'd to meet, 

Nor ſhrink beneath Oppreſſion's iron-hand. 
Ye Men of Iſrael hearken to my words! 
Thus ſung the Prophet in the days of old: 


The Spirit ſhall deſcend, and at his Touch 


All fleſh enkindled by celeſtial Rays, 

With new- born Rapture glow : old Age ſhall dream 
The dreams of Truth, while Youth ſhall Viſions ſe 
Prophetic of the Times to come: the Sun 


Stript of his fiery Rays ſhall hide his head, 


Enfanguin'd Veils ſhall cloud the ſickly Moon, 
Heav'n, Earth and Hell in fire and ſmoke immers'd 
Shall tremble on that great and glorious Day. 


115 Hear O ye Nations, and give Ear O Earth 


The Lamb of God from Heaven's high Throne deſcends, 
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Led by Compaſſion for the woes of Man, 
Of Majeſty diveſted and of Pow'r, 
Lowly and meek the human form aſſumes, 
120 To ev'ry grief which feeble Man awaits, 
To Shame and Infamy, to Death expo d. 
In Nazareth the Son of Man aroſe, 
Whom God by Signs and Miracles confirm'd 
His Son below d, the Saviour of Mankind. 
125 The crippled Wretch who on his Crutch ſuſtain'd 
His trembling Steps, rais'd by his pow ful Hand 
Erected walk d with youthful Vigour nery'd. 
The blind that long in gloomy darkneſs wept 


His melancholy fate, his Saviour hail'd, 


I 20 And not in vain his Aid divine implor'd : 


His joyful Eyes, that erſt with drop ſerene + 
 Oferwhelm'd, or veil'd in thick ning film, had pin'd, 
Chear'd with returning light enraptur'd faw 
3 The purple Dawn break thro the Eaſtern Cloud, 
135 And all Creation op ning to their Vicw. 
The deaf who lte of ſocial Bliss depriv'd 


And Converſe ſweet, neglected and forlorn 
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Had droop'd, and in the chearful haunts of Men 
Sat like a widow'd Mourner, heard his Voice, 
And at the found reviv'd his God ador d. 
By him inform'd the dumb from ſilence freed 
Broke his ſtrong Chains, and pour'd articulate 
The joyful Song of Gratitude to Heay'n. 
Frenzy grew calm: and on the clouded Mien 
Of Melancholy ſhone unwonted gleams 
Of Comfort : pining Atrophy reviv d 
Rais d her deſpairing head: dead Palſy glow d 
With vital Warmth, and Fevers ceas'd to rage. 


The Blood that long in ſtreaming Torrents ran, 
Check'd by his Touch its wonted Channels kept, 


And in its deſtin'd Courſe obedient flow'd. 


Snatch'd from his Jaws grim Death his prey reſign' d, 


And Hell's dread Monarch trembled at his Voice. 


Theſe works yourſelves beheld, yet could not theſe 
From infult rude protect and fiery zeal. 

With griefs acquainted, and with ſorrow preſt, 
By all rejected and by all deſpis'd, | 


Oer dreary deſarts and tempeſtuous ſeas 


160 


P. E NT E COS T. 13 
Thro' Judah's Land he took his weary way. 


His Cheek was furrow'd'by the falling Tears, 


His Fleſh with Care was worn: no guiding Arm 
Conducts him on his way: no foothing Tongue 
Pours on his wounded Heart the honied balm 


Of Conſolation ſweet : no friendly gate 
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Within her hoſpitable walls receives 

The bamiſh'd Wanderer, nor his holy Head 
From the rude blaſts of Elements protects. 
Tho' mild Perſuaſion hung upon his lip, 


Tho' on his brow fat Innocence enthron'd, 


Tho' in his heart fair Truth her Manſion held, 


And ev'ry Word ſpake Comfort to Mankind: 
Nor mild Perſuaſion, Innocence, nor Truth, 
Nor words of Comfort could defend from Death, 


Or fave from bale Ingratitude: he bow'd 
Beneath Oppreſſion's Stroke, he fell, he dy d, 


The Friend, the Father, Victim of Mankind. 


Yet meekly ſuff ring no Revenge he ſought, 


His even Soul no Tides of Paſſion fwell'd, 


He call'd no Thunders to prevent his fall, 
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180. No heay'nly Hoſt to rout his cruel foes, 


185 Calm and reſign'd to Heav'n's Decrees he ſtood, 


190 


Sat Light'nings couch d, while round his ſacred Head 


. 


200. The Sun with Clouds oppreſs' d his Splendor veil'd, 


Oh had the Terrors of his Wrath been rouz'd, 


Yet not unnotic'd did he fall--——— 


P E N FE fn 


No Light'nings fierce to cruſh their guilty heads. 
Not for himſelf, for ſinful Man he ſigh'd: 

For Man with groans his tender Boſom heav'd, 
And Tears of Pity trembled on his Eye. 


And bleſs'd his Murderers with his dying breath. 


Had not his Mercy check'd his pow'rful Arm, 
Where had ye now bewail'd your lawleſs Rage 


In adamantine Chains, to Vengeance dire 
And Death eternal doom'd ? for in his Hand 
The Thunders ſlept, and in his Eye divine 


Angelic Squadrons flew, who at his Word 
Had mov'd obedient Miniſters of Wrath, 
And executed Judgment on his Foes. 


Earth trembling with Convulſions heay'd: and Heay'n 


In Tears of blood diſſolving wept his Death: 
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Night o'er the World her fable Mantle threw, 
And Nature rob'd in Darkneſs mourn'd his fall : 


Save where fierce Light'nings ſhot their forked Rays, 


And pour'd new Horrors o'er the frighted Plains, 


205 Whiledeep-mouth'dthunders burſt thevaulted Skies: 
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Save where the white - rob d Ghoſts with Terrors arm'd 
Thro' the black Shades a fainter gleam diffus'd. 
The myſtic Veil, that from each Eye profane 
The facred Ark enſhrin'd, now rent and torn 
Shrunk like a ſhrivell'd Scroll: and rugged Rocks 


Cleft to their Center Pow'r divine proclaim'd. 


The Gentiles faw, and ſtruck with fear confeſs' d, 
The Son of God, the Lord of Nature dies! 


And ſhall the Sceptic impiouſly bold 
Or doubt-his Death, or think Divinity 
By ſuch a fate degraded from its height? 


Say, can thy narrow mind comprize the Scheme 


That univerſal Nature holds combin'd ? 
Leave then this Earth, thy heav'nly Throne aſcend, 


> And from that height ſublime thy Thunders dire 


And fiery Lightnings dart: ſtretch forth thine hand 


16 PENTECOST. 
Arm'd with Omnipotence, and o'er the World 
Thy fable Curtains draw, then from the Eaſt 

225 Call forth the Morn, the Shades of Night diſpel, 

And gild the Mountain-top with Streams of Light. 
Exalt thy Voice, and at thy dread command 
Forth from the South the mighty Whirlwinds ſend : 
Call from the North the hoary Froſts, and bind 

2 30 In Chains of Adamant the ſtiffen d Floods. 

Say to the Sea, Be ftill! ye Waves attend, 
Theſe be your bounds, no farther ſhall ye movel 


Thro' the wide Univerſe triumphant ride, 

The Winds thy Chariot, and the Clouds thy Robe, 
2 35 Thy footſtool Earth, the Heav'nof Heav'ns thythrone. 

Bid lofty Mountains tremble at thy Step, 

And Vallies riſe to hail their Lord's approach. 

Shake the firm Earth, her ſtrong foundations looſe, 

And in her op'ning Jaws whole Nations ſink : 
240 Bid flaming Cataracts deſcend, and o'er a land 


For vengeance ripe a fiery Deluge pour: 
Or in thy wrath call Ocean from his Bed, 
And drown with riſing floods a guilty World. 
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Turn from his deſtin d Courſe the Lord of Day, 
245 And in his Race diurnal will he ſtand 
Suſpended by thy Voice? will the pale Moon 
By thee directed light her ſilver lamp 
To chear the gloom of Night? or at thy frown 
Her ſplendors hide, and ſtruck with aweful dread 
2 50 Wrapt in a cloudy veil her beams withdraw ? 
Call from yon firmament thoſe radiant Orbs, 
That in the azure Canopy of Heav'n 
Triumphant ſhine, like Oriental Pearls, 
Or Gems that glitter on Judea's Crown! 
255 Will they obedient to thy Dictates move, 
Or liſten to thy Voice? and dar ſt thou then 
The juſt decrees of Providence arraign, 
Beneath whoſe forming hand all Nature roſe, 
At whoſe dread Voice Confuſion trembling fled, 
260 And fair Creation ſtarted into Life? 
Ceaſe then thy doubts vain Man, and proſtrate fall 
Before the Pow'r that form'd thee in the Womb, 
And at whoſe Breath thy frame diſſolves to duft, 
And mingles with the Earth from whence it roſe. 
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265 Enough for thee that Providence is juſt 
In all his ways, in all his Judgments right, 
Of Wiſdom, Pow'r and Goodneſs infinite, 


And mercy over all his works extends. 


Tho' innocent himſelf for Man he fell, 
For guilty Man he gave himſelf to Death, 


270 
Such Sacrifice the Sins of Man requir d: 
From our Tranſgreſſions his Afflictions flow'd 


For our Iniquities his fleſh was bruis d, 

And with his Stripes our wounded Souls are heal'd. 
275 To call his wand'ring flock this Shepherd came, 
To bear their Sorrows and their Wants relieve, 
To ſave the Sinner from impending Death, 

And guide him to eternal Joy. ....... 


Thus fell the Son of Man, Ranſom for all 
[ 280 That in him truſt, and at the Throne of Grace 


On him their Merits reſting proſtrate fall. 


Yet foon reviv'd, ere the third dawning light 
Had bleſt the World, forth from the Grave he ſprings, 
And Death his dear-bought Victory reſigns. 


285 See now from Earth the laurel'd Victor mounts, 
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On wings of Cherubim to Heav'n aſcends, 

Reſumes his luſtre, and at God's right hand 

He ſits enthron d, there interceſſion makes, 

And views with pitying Eye the woes of Man. 
290 See heav n- deſcending comes the myſtic Dove, 

The promis d Comforter on Earth arrives, 

And o'er the heart his genial Influence ſheds. 

Realms yet unknown to Chriſt ſhall bow the knee, 

Truth trumpet-tongu'd thro every Clime proclaim 
295 Glad Tidings of Salvation to Mankind. 

Joy ſhall again enliven ev'ry face, 

From ev ry Eye the Tear ſhall ceaſe to flow, 

The voice of Mourning ſhall no more be heard: 


No more the grief- ſwoln heart with ſighs ſhall heave, 


300 No more the mind with guilty terrors preſt 
Shall ſhrink at diſſolution's fad approach. 
Hope ſhall his purple Pinions ſpread, and Peace 
And meck-cy' d Charity to Earth return. 

Death ſhall his blaſted Laurels mourn, and sin 


305 Back to her native Hell with Howlings dire 


Shall whurl her rapid Car, mounted on which 
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She rode triumphant o'er a conquer d World, 
And rul'd with iron rod the Sons of Men. 
Satan deſpairing from his Throne ſhall fall, 

310 Switt as the Light'ning from the hand of God, 
And bound in Chains eternal ſhall deplore 
What late he boaſted, how ſupreme in guilt 


He reign d, as now, alas! fad Soy reignty! 
Supreme in miſery: to endleſs flames 
315 Irrevocably doom'd, while in his heart 
Rankled with Envy gnaws th' eternal worm. 
All Hell confounded-ſhall his fad defeat 
Trembling behold, and to her Center ſhake: 
While Heav'n's glad Chorus meets the Son of Man, 
320 And hails him Conqueror of Satan, Sin, 
And Death, bright Image of his heav'nly Sire, 
Man's great Redeemer, Lord of Heaven and Earth. 
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